KING    WILLIAM    LAND
their eyes staring upwards full of interrogation, of rumination,
of mystery.
When the wind fell and the sun returned we went off to the
little lake to cut ice for our winter supply of drinking water.
The blocks of ice were brought up from the lake to the Post and
piled on a trestle made of a couple of long planks placed across
three empty barrels. (Left on the ground they would be covered
by the twelve-foot snowdrifts that were on their way.) All
winter long we should bring in a block at a time and drop it
into the water barrel where, the barrel standing less than two
feet from the stove, it would melt readily and yet not melt too
fast. Set three feet from the stove it would scarcely melt at all.
With an eight-foot crocodile-toothed saw, a breaking back,
and aching muscles, we cut long strips of ice, about eighteen
inches wide. The strip was then chopped into squares with an
axe, after which we strove with hooks to raise the plunging,
circling, slippery blocks out of the water. That done, the block
was trimmed and the load dragged up to the Post. Eventually
we raised a high wall of pale green translucent ice that glittered
like crystal when the sun shone through it. But it was Trilling
work. We cut thirty blocks the first day — less than a third of
the winter's need. Next day the freeze was harder, the ice was
twenty inches thick on the lake instead of the ten inches possible
to work, and we had to put oflFthe rest of the job until the clear
water froze and we could cut again in the same channel as before.
Everything is like this in the Arctic, for this is pre-eminently
the land of instability and change. Yesterday a thing was
possible: today it cannot be done. The snow, for example.
Yesterday it was too soft, too fresh for travelling: today it is
firm and right: tomorrow fresh snow may fall again, and if you
are not away today, who knows when you will be able to travel?
It was a little later, towards the end of the month, that the
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